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political work which has been the most ear-
nest of niy life. But these visits and warnings;
were not till seven or eight years after the time
at present rendered account of, in which, never-
theless, it was already beginning to be, if not a
question, at least a marvel with me, that these
graceful and gay Andalusians, who played gui-
tars, danced boleros, and fought bulls, should
virtually get no good of their own beautiful
country but the bunch of grapes or stalk of gar-
lic they frugally dined on ; that its precious wine
was not for them, still less the money it was sold
for; but the onec ame to crown our Vandalic
feasts, and the other furnished our Danish walls
with pictures, our Danish gardens with milk and
honey, and five noble houses in Paris with the
means of beautiful dominance in its Elysian
fields.

Still more seriously, I was now beginning to
contrast the luxury and continual opportunity of
my own exulting days, with the poverty, and
captivity, or, as it seemed to chance always, fatal
issue of any -efforts to escape from these, in
which my cousins, the only creatures whom I
had to care for, beyond my home, were each and
all spending, or ending, their laborious youth.

I must briefly resume their histories, though
much apart from mine ; but if my heart was cold
to them, my mind was often sacl for them.odern
